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| Fun Week by Week. BRAVERY'’S REWARD. 

| By THE PaRTy ON THE Spor. | (A Song of Spain.) 
Wednesday.—Great excitement in Paris! Upheaval of la gloire We th hi B be 

throughout la belle France. The army triumphs once more. A +. ought him the bravest of Spain's great sons, 

thousand men (and more) of all arms (assisted by the police) have, | m, - Admiral Montojo, 

after a month’s arduous siege, defeated one man without firing a e gave him a huddle of tin-pot guns, 








shot! ‘ Fort’? Chabrol has surrendered! Guerin has walked out! | And sent him against the foe. 
Live the army! Justice is it not on top, by blue! We sent him on trips 
In pre-Adamite ships, 
‘‘ VIVE L’ARMEE.”’ And told him to give us a show; 
Once more triumphant France uprears But he hadn’t much luck, ; 
Its sword at duty’s call! So we're giving “‘ the chuck "’ 
Sedition, when its head appears, | To Admiral Montojo! 
; * 
Pree Dye eerie bein, it Shia Saturday.—Took the Princess Victoria of Wales down to Mar 
Thought—imbecile !—to win— Lodge from King’s Cross, and brought H.R.H. over to the same 


Wi : : ' place from Balmoral. Helped Mr. Passmore Edwards open an 
a pee py oy ty ne Set ghance orphanage at Sydenham belonging to the National Union of 
Saw Dreyfus out, while I wasin the neighbourhood, too. He’s Teachers. Heard there was more trouble brewing in Samoa; the 


: most painful thing about it is that idiots like me will talk about 
gone to take a rest—and give us one, poorchap! Got down to there being Samoa trouble in Samoa! We ought to be chained up. 





Ebbw Vale (though I can’t pronounce its christian name) and had : : r it. 
some lunch with Sir Verso Harcourt—afterwards he se all the he Ps rational dres and dined §with the Rational Dressers at sats 
talk to himself, so I came away and went and hada drink at the new 8. oe 
Brasserie de l'Europe in Leicester Square. | Monday.—Went over to Philadelphia and started Ranjitsinghi's a 
Thursday.—Took some of the British Association over to team of cricketers on the warpath. On - way back opened the 
| Boulogne, and set them to saying pretty things about Frenchmen Women’s Total Abstinence Union at Southampton. Dined with 
in reply to the pretty things said by the Frenchmen at Dover last Sir W. Olpherts and the Lucknow veterans at the Metropole. 


week. Good business ; may their shadows never grow less, or their ; p , 
substances, either ! Wad down to atria A. ct launched the Tuesday.—Went to fetch Princess Christian home, but couldn't 


London » ‘6 gi ‘ole ?? persuade her to cross the Channel on account of the roughness--— 
the « mane ot Mellin." Ramee Ph lg pened don’t blame her—but it is not everybody that can afford to sacrifice 
myself away to help Sir W. H. Preece take the Freedom of Carnarvon the passage-money in that i a T ve! —— Dewey into New 
City, then went to meet the Arabian donkey which the Sirdar hes York in triumph, and helped to give him a hearty welcome home. 
sent to Her Most Gracious. Saw it safely off to Windsor. Turned Lots of shouting and talking going on everywhere about a possible 
in and had a iook at the Photographic Salon collection—about the Transvaal war. Plenty of unreliable rumours and heaps of lie and 














best they’ve done—and did my duty by Brock’s benefit atthe re-lie-able newspaper posters. Meantime, where are we? Only 
Crystal Palace, and Mr. Charles Morton's ditto at the other Palace, | ne thing is clear and certain. 
> amid much enthusiasm. | BED ROCK, 
Friday.—Looked in at the Royal Photographic Society’s show They tell you this and they tell you that 
> for a few hours, after helping to open the new landing stage at the With a leaning to airy fiction— 
Admiralty Pier, Dover. Also superintended the dedication of the And the ev'ning’s “news” is laid out flat 
new Lych Gate at Dovercourt, presented by Her Most Gracious and By the morning its sontradiction. 
rushed back for the Cabinet Council. Heard that the Spanish But through the fibs’ voluminous flight 
epi had dismissed Admiral Montojo from the navy for And Truth’s rather fitful snatches, Bl 
sing the battle of Cavite. One tangible fact looms well in sight ve 
, Tes henees of thie counties fa cunt worn Gans hnew whether it is the fall of The Government’s sending Conpetehes. 
— “sword” or the “head” which sedition is to beware of—so you can tak: Tae Sporrer. 


e both. Isn't that nice 5. 


; ; , ; : sf , : Presi ? hie af? a 
, bent ues} erart nianeouslyu sentin. N nirvoutions can be returned 
e Editor will not be answerable for any contriounon : : “a ¥» #1 SNEUUStY oni . ’ 


unless accompamed by a stamped anda addressed envelope 
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ARE APPEARANCES WORTH KEEPING UP? Peace Proposals. 
(See recent discussion in I’ress.) 1. (By James Budge, Esq.)—That wie ae, tip-eate, and 
roWERe catapults, which are both dangerous and subversive of law and 
A FEW OVERLOOKED ANSWERS. order, be forthwith abolished. 


2. (By Rev. P. Slunk.)—That all stage plays and spectacular 
shows, especially the Agricultural Tournament, be done away with, 
as tending to foster a bellicose spirit among the lower classes. 

3. (By “ R. I. P.”)—That my neighbour and his wife allow their 
domestic quarrels to be settled by arbitration, instead of fighting 
three nights a week, and keeping me awake till 2 o’clock in the 
morning. 

4. (By ‘‘ Materfamilias.”)—That all standing armies be entirely 
abolished, as soldiers are well known to exert a very disquieting 
effect on domestic servants of the opposite sex. 

5. (By ‘Pink Pansy.”)—That all persons playing upon, or 
' Hf! attempting to play upon, concertinas, trombones, cornets, or any 
fi Wh! other brass instrument in any private dwelling within one hundred 
ni | i Mi yards of a neighbour’s house, be considered enemies of international 
rh peace and treated accordingly. 

i Por fifi A ity 6. (By ‘‘ The Cracker.”)—That the police be no longer permitted 

| nat A ait ~! to carry truncheons, revolvers, or other lethal weapons, as several 

i serious accidents have already resulted from the careless use of 
= the same. 

7. (By ‘‘ Pauper.’’)—That all navies be at once sold, the proceeds to 
be devoted to supplying the inmates of workhouses with beer, 
tobacco, Sunday papers, and other necessaries; the surplus to 
provide pensions for all the unemployed over 30 years of age. 

8. (By “ Little Englander.’’)—That the history of Europe be 
entirely re-written and published for the use of schools and 
colleges; the great victories in all wars being equally divided 
between the nations concerned. It is hoped that this revised 
version will do away with any international jealousy that may 
exist in future generations. 
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Answer No. 1. 4 ! at Xt CONN op ABR NE: 1 i, 

The Hon. Mr. Oldbird says“ Yes.” He thinks they are in his case, ‘ ; | he = 
at any rate, until he has secured young Miss Goldbags as his wife, 
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A State Calamity. 


I appROACH this awful question 
With humility profound ; 

It must stir the depths of Empire, 
And authority astound. 








Think of handsome, splendid Guardsmen 
Being boyish-looking, plain ! 
The admired of all admirers 
' 


Piercing hearts with needless pain ! 


It is true that lovely woman 
Smiles on fashion’s stern behest ; 
After marriage, she is certain 
To usurp t the reign with zest. 


Has nut war-like, fierce adornment 
Helped the rule in home and camp? 
This attraction on review ground, 
If removed, would ardour damp. 


Should the Guards face “ shaggy Boers,” baa —F 
This new mode they must disown ; Ris 
Foes would forward women regiments, 

Thinking we had sent our own. 


Jane H. Oakey. 





ANSWER No, 2. 


Wilbury Lawn, Hove. Me adic; eae Jones, the professional beggar, says “‘ By no means,” 











. he ; . 
: if wre doe more res apnea fe wer pe ople would show thei 
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ANSWER No. 3. 


Mr. Sinker was doubtful upon the subject until his holiday at 
Drownham-on-Sea this year. He there suddenly came to the con- 
clusion that they were, unless one wished to sink into oblivion in 
the ‘‘ struggle for existence.”’ 


(N.B.—We think this a“ natural selection” of conclusions, under 
the circumstances. ] 























Esterhazy’s Copyright. 


(A dialogue by two “ men on the knife-board,”’ 
took Black and White regularly. ] 


“ Say, Jimmie, you’re a politician, 
Here’s a thing wot dazzles me: 
That France is in a rum condition 
Any one-eyed fool can see ; 
But I say, Jimmie, wot’s the reason ? 
Wot's that feller Dreyfus done ? 
Murder, bigamy, or treason— 
Wot’s the cause of all the fun? ”’ 


‘‘ Look ’ere! a man named Esterhazy 
Wrote a famous bordereau : 

‘It’s mine,’ sez ’e; the rest are crazy— 
Sacre bleu! T’ll let ’em know.’ 

Wot oh! ’e ups an’ brings an action 
’Gen the injured Israelite, 

Swearin’ he and all his faction 
Pinched ’is blooming copyright.’ 


one of whom 











The War Horse. 


(Ten animals have been taken from the stables of the London 
Road Car Company by the War Office.—Daily Mail. 


An OLp SonG REVERSED 
THE Road Car horse tu the war 
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Tripping it to Tintagel. 

“Tr thou wouldst view fair Tintagel aright, go visit it’ by coach 
from Newquay, the Brightonof Cornwall. That’s what I did, and 
I wasn’t done. They never ‘try to “do” you in Cornwall. They 
do you well instead, except at the up-to-date hotel—charges 
unlimited. ‘‘Misfortunes mever come singly,” that’s what the 
coach-driver said—in which I concur. Here followeth the chapter 
of accidents. Started ten minutes late. Delayed ditto in the suburbs 
by an irritating old lady with sundry Saratogas and brown-paper 
parcels. Driver said d—n. I seconded the motion. Five miles 
out, young lady on back seat said she had lost hergold watch— 
must have dropped overboard. Driver, though evidently over. 
bored, ‘*‘ climbed down ” and searched for lost time-keeper, Pound 
it, much battered and unable to keep time, “ like myself,” remarked 
Mr. Driver. Witty man! Fourth chapter of accidents—three 
miles on, off leader—very much off—cast a shoe and went lame— 
most lame-ntable proceeding. Mr. Driver said a special d—n 
this time, with an unsolicited encore. Pulled up at the 
nearest blacksmith’s. Like the P.C., he wasn’t there when 
wanted. Ascertained that he had gone to see Quaife's All 
England XI. at St. Columb. He shoed have known better. N.B.— 
Never pass by the Red Lion at St. Columb if you want a good 
glass of whiskey. Haven't tasted its equal anywhere. Driver grew 
quite confidential under its benign influence—told me all about his 
son, #tat 19, and proprietor of a flourishing grocery business. 
Tintagel at last. Feel rather hazy in my history (little Arthur’s) of 
King Arthur's land. Facetious youth asked if it were named after 
Sir Donald Currie’s Cape liner. Young lady of an inquiring turn 
of mind next me, consequently have to be very cautious. Shades 
of the Round Table and Idylls of the King! After coaching 
through sweet rusticity arrive at a kind of a sort ofa Cornish Hotel 
Cecil—electric light and bells and up-to-date fittings. ‘‘ Break! 
break! break! On these Cornish cliffs of sea! But poetry taketh 
a back seat, in the presence of £s.d."" All the romance knocked 
out of me on being charged 6d. for a small Bass and ditto for 
attendance. Asked waiter if the view was included, and if any 
extra charge was made for use of table linen. 

Like an unemployed actress, found the view was not in the bill. 
For historical details as to Tintagel see Tennyson and Guide Book. 
For details of charming cliff scenery, see it yourself. Prettiest spot 
I have spotted in Cornwall. Here endeth happily the chapter of 
accidents and the Idyll thoughts of an Idyll fellow. 
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Rector's Daughter.—' Hallo, Jack! where’s Captain Browne; he is usually first in the 


field ?”’ 


Cousin Jack.-.** Oh! he’s after other game ; expect he’!] want your dad's help to bag it one 


of these days!’ 


The Anglo-American Cup 
Race. 


JONATHAN :— 


TuHat's right Johnny— peg away— 
Still my cup pursuing- 
It is but a friendly fray 
But to win that cup to-day, 
John, will take some doing; 
Sail away, forall you're worth 
We are of the self-same birth 
We, together, whip the earth- 
soth at war and pastime, 
Still, my boy, when we two meet, 
Well, the race is to the fleet, 
Sail away, I'm bad to beat, 
This ~ as the last time. 
suck up, Johnny, pray buck up. 
Though this cup's a loving cup, 
For it you must bustle— 
You must look uncommon spry— 
And, I fancy—so must I, 
In the coming tussle. 
Winning cups, that’s in our line ; 
Is it yours, or is it mine ? 
Johnny, we must bustle! 


JoHN Bui. :— 


Brother, what you say is well, 
We must bustle through it! 

Dancing wave or rolling swell, 

We must bear away the bell 
Teach the w ' 


vc are && : 4Aa4na i. 








———— ee 


ST. PHEASANT. 


And our craft we deftly ply— 

’Gainst us who would care to try 
Nautical conclusions ? 

When we come upon the sea, 

Who can tackle you or me ? 

Who would dare? Ah, there would be 
‘Larums and confusions. 

Brother, though we strive to-day 

Cups to hold or bear away— 
In the future, lad, 

We may have to sail together, 

Through high waves and troubled 

weather, 

‘Gainst a world gone mad— 

Then we'll nudge ourselves and say, 

D’you remember, lad, that day— 
What a time we had ? 


JONATHAN :— 


When the time comes I shal] be, 
With you in a jiffy 
Whether through a waveless sea, 
Or through gales, with on our lee 
Rocky coasts and cliffy. 
But to-day for sport we sail, 
Through the breeze or half a gale, 
Fair or rain, or sun, or hail, 
Careless of the weather— 
Rivals for the moment we— 
Rivals still in sport to be 
So we skim across the sea 
You and I together. 


On the sea, we cannot fa 
eal r 
We are « 





The Bard with a Screw 


We have muscle, manly health, 

We have trains, and countless wealth ; 
And capacious thirsts— 

Lords of all the raging main, 

When the loving cup we drain, 
We are easy firsts! 


JOHN BULL:— 


Brother, it is clear to me, 

We are rightly mated— 
Beside us, on the land or sea, 
Other nations seem to be 

Dull and antiquated. 
Friendly rivals, as you say, 
We can scoop the pools to-day, 
Ev’ry prize we bear away, 

If we cling together. 
Dewey really might be one 
Of my sons, a cherished son ; 
Battles fought and battles won, 

Through the fiercest weather— 
War clouds breaking overhead, 
Thunder rattle, stern and dread— 

Lightning fierce and grim— 
Still he knew not fear, dismay, 
But in Britain’s ancient way, 

Fought on, sink or swim— 
So before this race is up, 

We will take a loving cup— 

Drink a health to him! 








Loose, 


Boys that are lubberly, 
When they get grubberly 
Seek a warm tubberly 
Ever so quick. 
But if they’re slubberly, 
Quarrelling drubberly, 
Given to blubberly, 
Then they get stick. 
Girls that are airily 
Free from all care-ily, 
Dancing so fairy-ly, 
Given to joys, 
When they feel pair-ily, 
Wanting to share-ily, 
Then they go snare-ily 
Catching all boys. 


Rhymes that are jot-i-cal, 
Most idiotical, 
Foolishly rot-i-cal 
Merely intense— 
Still are beguilingly 
Keeping us smilingly 
Though they’re so rile-ingly 
Wanting in sense. 


Cock-Crowing. 
(The Middlesex County Council’s bye- 


law to stop cock-crowing is in operation. | 


Now, chanticleer, it’s very clear 
You mustn’t chant too loud, 
Though you may strut, and capers cut 
In manner wond’rous proud. 
If you do crow it may mean woe 
To your owner some week ; 
The deed’s soon done—it’s ‘‘ three to 
one,”’ 
And he’s before the *‘ Beak ’’! 


Cock o' the walk, you mustn't talk 
In accents loud and shrill ; 
So just think twice—save when food's 
nice— 
Ere you open your bill. 
I know, poor bird, it sounds absurd 
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THE ANGLO-AMERICAN CUP RACE. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


HE sumptuous and 
satisfying produc- 
tion of King John 
at Her Majesty’s 
is awe inspiring 
with the dignity 
of kings, the 
thunderings of the 
church, and the 


clash of arms and 
cry for war. It 





conveys sweetly 
the lesson that the 
world is much the 
same as ever it 
° J, Was, and raises 
73 7-7 speculation as to 
So Re. Oos ts | VY whether Philip of 
— ee, Se ey ONG OD COsCéFrranncee:s«waass well 
aa | YY. & advised to try and 
4 iy crush the Uit- 
_2~  ilanders, whether 
*.) Pandulph favour- 
ed the use of 
incense and lights, 
and whether her 
present Majesty of 
England would 
connive at the 
White Rose Stuart 
Duchess of Thing- 
ummy’s suicide if 
the doings of the 
White Rose So- 
ciety should ever drive the lady in that direction! It is not neces- 
sary, at this time of day, to point out to Mr. Shakespeare the 
defects in his play, so I refrain, merely observing 1 would probably 
have done it differently. I like Mr. Tree's subtle and impressive 
King ; Messrs. Lewis Waller, William Mollison, Franklin McLeay, 
and Gerald Lawrence speak blank verse as I like it to be spoken. 
Miss Julia Neilson is really good in a most trying part, Miss Bate- 
man and Mr. Calvert worthily uphold the honour of the “old 
school,’"’ Miss Lettice Fairfax is ‘‘sweetly pretty,’’ and Master 
Sefton made me weep salt tears down my best biled shirt! 


In An _ Inter- 
rupted Honeymoon 
at the Avenue we 
come upon the 
clock"-work farce 
of the stage, tem- 


oe 
AT HER MAJESTY’S. 


Tue Kixo’s Commission ! 








pered with un- 
necessary 80- 
lemnity near the 
finish. Itisapoor 
thing, smartly 
written and 
cleverly acted, and 
is quite capable of /// 
achieving a run if /// 

you'll only give it //° 
a chance. The 
company is all 
round good, 80 
what's the use of 
picking any of 
them out? For 
this reason I may 
say I was best 
pleased with 
Arthur Elwood, 
Arthur Williams, 








AT THE AVENUE. 


Tue RivaLt Bripes. 


Miss Granville, 
and—-bless me !— 
all the ladies. 


The Moonlight Blossom, at the Prince of Wales's, is a quaint, 
dainty exotic, almost unlikely to weather the uncongenial 


atmosphere it has fallen upon—and yet, who knows! It is as 
delicate and as fragile as a lacquer box or a rice-pape n 
eds as gentle handling, and isa 


D L War i : Lay’ ' 4 





water unto wine,” and yet—moonlight has more poetry than sun- 
light, water is more wholesome than wine! Whether I like Mrs. 
Campbell in ‘‘ baby mood ’’ is no business of yours. She looks nice, 
anyway, and all the cast—with Mr. Forbes Robertson at the top, 
and, well—whom among Messrs. Frank Mills, James Welch, Ivan 
Watson, Miss Eleanor Calhoun, and Rosina Filippi (all tried per- 
formers) at the bottom ?—give us the atmospheres of the thing 
cleverly. 


A very clever comedietta, entitled The Order of the Bath, by 
H. H. Morell and E. J. Malyon, is being played nightly at the 
Palace Theatre, the characters of which are sustained by Miss 
Mary Elliott-Page, Miss Mary Thorne, and Mr. Scott Russell, the 
many complications brought about by the accidental locking of two 
persons in a bathroom affording the audience considerable amuse- 
ment, 


The Charles Morton 80th birthday testimonial now reaches the 
sum of £1,336. 





————— -~ -_ ~ - — —- _o memes 


Early Morning Madness. 


The medical faculty is of opinion that the agricultural habit of 
rising at an unnatural hour is prejudicial to sanity. | 


O vE who rise at four, 
Don’t do so any more, 
Don’t, don’t, I must implore, 
Or you will rue it. 
Mad, mad as hatters ye, 
Far gone in lunacy ; 
Here doctors all agree. 
Why do you do it? 
‘* Agree”’ did I say just now ? 
They differ here, anyhow: 
This doubt they must allow 
All others waiving: 
Whether does madness rise 
From these tomfooleries, 
Or, vice versa wise, 
They from stark raving ? 


Ye who rise with the lark 

All, all have madness mark— 

Madness profound and stark— 
Not that it matters ! 

Soon, soon the cake he’ll snatch 

From those in Colney Hatch, 

Who something more than match 
March hares and hatters. 


All who find not repose 
In the late morning dose 
Are, every schoolboy knows, 
Touched in the brain. 
Foremost of maniacs, 
Stars without parallax, 
Wand’ring by Halifax 
To the Inane. 


Then and Now. 


IT was a maid of beauty rare 

With eyes of blue and golden hair. 

Her lips were of the cherry’s hue, 

Her teeth like pearls shone freshly through ; 
Her lovely brow like sculpture shone, 

And, when that maid of years long gone 
Upon me smiled, how thrilled my heart 
With burning thrusts from Cupid’s dart ! 


Alas! alas! long years have fled 

And she is to another wed. 

Her eyes, still blue, are pursed in fat ; 
She wears a sixteen-summers hat ; 

Her cheeks of whiskey tell their tale ; 
Her nose gleams brightly thro’ her veil. 
By Bacchus, sir! Is this the thing 
Thrilled my young pulses in the spring ? 
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The Vegetarian to His Love 
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At the Eleventh Hour. 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE ACT. 


Scene: A Cabinet Council. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS :— 
The Entire Cabinet. 


(Curtain rises and discovers the Cabinet discussing Kruger.) 


Salisbury.—‘ Well, gentlemen, the question is, what’s to be 
done now? I suggest that afurther dispatch * 

Goschen.—“ Precisely, dispatch, that is what is needed, badly. 
A flying squadron—how does that strike you? I could, I believe, 
turn you out a ‘flying squadron’ in less than a fortnight calcu- 
lated to make Kruger’s hair curl.” 

Balfour.—‘‘ My dear fellow—may I point out—er—the Transvaal 
has no sea frontage.”’ 

Goschen.—‘‘ Well—who’s fault’s that? Just what I always said. 
How can we deal with a country that presents nothing to 
bombard ?’ 

Chamberlain.—“I think, myself, that the time has come for 
action. A strongly-worded message—drawn up by myself, would, I 
fancy, do the trick.” 

Hicks-Beach.—‘‘ Whatever is done, gentlemen, must be done as 
cheaply as possible—having charge of the estimates naturally makes 
one anxious—and the death duties—really—the way our millionaires 
live on, regardless of their country, is positively unpatriotic. If it 
hadn’t been for the idiotic misgovernment and mismanagement of 
the Majuba Cabinet, all would be well.”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ I must ask my friend, Beach, to withdraw those 
expressions. Is he not aware that J was a member, I will not say 
a distinguished member (but thoughts are free), I will merely say a 
member of that Cabinet ? Of course, I have changed my mind.” 

Halsbury.—‘‘ Hear, hear! ”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘ But the times have changed. What do you say, 
Devonshire? (A pause.) Would you do me a favour Ridley— 
kindly kick the Duke—he is asleep again?”’ 

Devonshire.—'* Hullo—eh—what—where am I—oh, I beg your 
pardon—I was thinking—I heard all you said—devilish interesting 
it was, too.” (Yawns.) 

Chamberlain.—‘‘I was just saying, Duke, that the times have 
changed 1" 

Devonshire.—“ True, and, by-the-bye, if I don’t catch the 4-40— 

‘I shall have to change—awful bore—having to change just when 
you’re—er—thinking——”’ 

Salisbury.—* But what’s your opinion daa 

Devonshire.—“ Ah, my opinion ? Of course, I give it for what it is 
worth, I have no wish to force my views on the Cabinet—at the 
same time it’s a beastly nuisance to be called up to town at all 
hours. I should prefer a war, myself, but don’t let my opinion 
influence you.” (Yawns.) 

White-Ridley. — “I am with the Duke to a very great 
extent. You see these peace meetings in Trafalgar Square 
may lead to civil war at any moment. Of course, I have no wish to 
hurt anyone, but anything that served to distract the attention of 
the public, would, I think, make for peace—and quietness.” 

Lansdowne.—‘I think myself—another dispatch—-giving the 
Boers say, a fortnight—I think a fortnight would do—I could get 
another battalion or so over in a fortnight—if I were left to myself. 
What do you say, Chamberlain ? ” 

Chamberlain.—“ I agree with you, to an extent—but—— 

Balfour.—* You see, Lansdowne—Chamberlain gets all the 
blame, and all the worry, people think Chamberlain is a firebrand. 
Now, you and I know differently—a more quiét, modest, 
inoffensive man never desired to be saved from ‘ bloodguiltiness.’ ”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘ Lansdowne, I must really ask you to hurry up 
with your arrangements. Icannot,I will not, be trifled with.” 

Salisbury.— <I fear war would seriously interfere with trade— 
but Chamberlain knows best, as a commercial man he naturally——”’ 

Chamberlain.—* H’m! I have very little to do with commerce 
now—but as a statesman——’ 

Halsbury.— I beg your pardon—— 

Chamberlain.—I said as a statesman.” 

Halsbury.— «Thank you—I didn’t quite catch it. Go on—pray, 
go on.”’ F 

Chamberlain.—* Well, as a statesman, I say war—when Lans- 
downe’s ready.” 

Salisbury. —‘*T don't know, I’m sure. As the poet says. ‘ Fools 


rash in where angels fear to tread.” 
Chamberlain 
Q ), 
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‘Sir ’ 


hae. 





Devonshire.—* Eh—what—you were saying ——" 
Chamberlain.—* Salisbury says you are a fool——” 
Salisbury.— My dear Duke—I assure you——” 


Devonshire.—* Don't mention it. 
here.” (Falls asleep again.) 

Salisbury.— My point was this. _We—I say we—might easily 
plunge into war—nothing is easier—but to plunge out again, there’s 
the rub. My experience in the East and Far East.” 

Chamberlain.— That’s just it. You've been solving the Eastern 
questions for so many years now, that you have got quite Oriental. 
You'd beat the Sultan at hisown game. But the Transvaal is not 
a despotism—— ” 

Halsbury.— Really. I understood that that was what it was.” 

Chamberlain.—* Oh no, not at all. It is a Republic. Some 
years ago I made a study of Republicanism, so I know. l 
thought once that a Republic——” 

Halsbury.—“ Yes— —" 

Chamberlain.—‘ Never mind—I mean—I changed my mind,” 

Devonshire.—‘ I shall never catch that 4-40——” 

Salisbury.— Then we decide for——” 

All.—** War! (sotto voce) When Lansdowne’s ready.” 


So I am, or I shouldn't be 


CURTAIN, | 


Art and Nature. 


Ox! maiden fair, you bid me write a sonnet 
On your fresh album's virginal new page, 
Provoking my stray fancy to engage 
In praise of your blue eyes, or else your bonnet. 
How can the pen of merely mortal man 
Convey the charms you link so well together, 
Sparkle of eyes, and shadow of soft feather ? 
And either separate might bless or ban. 


When, with a childlike airy grace, you fling, 
On sunny curls that feathery light thing, 
So frail that you scarcely can be said to don it, 
And challenge me to tell you which I prize : 
Your gauzy halo or your laughing eyes, 
Frankly, I must declare, 'tis not your bonnet. 


Unlucky. 


Chaplain (to condemned murderer). Can I do anything for you, 
my friend?” 


C.M.—‘ Yes, if you could get the day of my execution altered. 
It falls on Friday, and Friday is such an unlucky day !"’ 


The Ready Tipster. 


Ox! what rotting he’s jotting on “ yotting ”’ 
At such a tremendous pace 

But, while blotting, I'm wotting he’s spotting 
A tip for the coming race. 


Now he has it, egad! and it beats Mother Shipton. 
Young fellow-me-lad, 
lt is true, if it’s sad: . 
It’s a gem of a tip and it cannot be tript on. 
For this is the quip: 
That there’s many a slip— 
Yes, there’s many a slip 'twixt the cup and the 
Lip(ton). 


Oh ! what rotting on “ yotting” he’s jotted 
At such a tremendous pace ; 

sut, while blotting, I’m wotting he’s spotted 
A tip for the coming race. 


Chronic. 


Mr. Henpecker.—“ I ffer from great depression of spirit 
dq T r. 
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“THE SHAMROCK TIE IS IN GREAT DEMAND” (Press). 





Mabel,—‘‘ Why don’t you go in for the Shamrock tie?” 
Fred.‘ Oh, but we don’t want a tie; we want to win!” | 








Failed to Draw Custom. 


‘(I HAVE something here, madam," said the pedlar, with an ingratiating smile, “ that 
never fails to draw.” 

“ What is it?’ snapped the woman. 

‘*A mustard leaf, madam; a new kind that 

The woman slammed the door in his face, and then shouted through the keyhole—‘‘ Now 
you can draw your own conclusions as to whether it will draw me!" : 


















“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. ‘‘Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN., 


GoopneEss only knows ’ow things will 
be in the Transvaal by the time you read 
these lines, but, in my opinyun, almost 
anythink woud be preferable to the pre- 
sent tension, wich is fair turnin’ some 
people's brains, an’ sendin’ ’em as 
“dotty”’’ as a few was at the Boer 
meetin’ in Trafalgar Square larst Sunday 
week; but an enormous majority showed 
plain enough that they ’ave no simpathy 
with shifty old Kruger an’ ’is pals. 

It appears that we've got to ‘ave 
anuther go at that confounded Khalifa 
this autumn, an’ settle ’im once an’ for 
all, for there’ll be no peace in the Sudan 
until this sort of human wasp is 
squashed; his sting may not be very 
dangerous, but it’sirritatin’. Altogether, 
we look like ’aving our ’ands pretty full, 
but John Bull’s got mighty big paws, an’ 
can grasp any difficulties. 

They’re makin’ a “ lion” of ** Ranji 
over in Ameriky. Ishould’ave thought, 
from ‘is nationality, ’e was like a Bengal 
tiger, only ’e’s is too amiabel. Of course, 
‘e’s a prince, an’ Uncle Sam ’as a weak- 
ness for princes; but, apart from that, 
the Amerikans admire ‘* Ranji’’ because 
’e’s a jolly good feller an’ sportsman. 

The hoppers ‘ave now pretty well all 
come back, but it’s a pity that some of 
‘em seem so thirsty as to court the inter- 
ference of the police, an’, as a conse- 
quence, ‘ave to appearin court. They, 
so to say, ’elp to make the beer, an’ they 
don’t forget to swaller it. 

Winter’s a-comin! The Land o’ Cakes 
’as already been frosted. No wonder the 
Scotch like wiskey. A ‘‘ nip ’’ of wiskey 
is a good thing to keep out anip of cold ; 
at the same time, the Scotch take good 
care not to be “ left out in the cold.” 
They make headway wherever they go. 

Captain Dreyfus an’ ‘is family are 
comin’ to England this month, an’ M. 
Labori is goin’ to stay at St. Leonards. 
It’s rather amusin’ ‘ow nearly all 
furriners run us down (I don’t say 
Dreyfus does), but directly they’re in 
trubble the first thing they do is to fly 
to Old England, ‘‘ the land of the brave 
an’ the free.’’ By the bye, I think we are 
more hospitable to furriners than we are 
to each other, wether they’re black, 
white, or yeller. 
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CITY OF LONDON 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


bad TAN GLOBS, or 


i é 
- ‘ 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you 





ANDERSON ’S 


” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


” 9 BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 
; them 


S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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Start 
dull, 
nervy 
Yor} 
is a 
does 





DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 


help 
Mor! 


dow) 
then 
shou 


Took 
abou 
Took 
then 
Fra) 











